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TO THE 


MONTHLY REVIEWERS. 


GunTLEMEN, 
8 OME years ſince you gave a favor- 


able report of a ſmall Political Jeu d Eſprit of my pen. 
Permit me to hope you will be equally pleaſed with 


the following poetica! Divertiſſement from the ſame 
ſource which as it may prove in your ſcale of judg- | 


ment meritorious, I requeſt leave to dedicate to you 


| with all deference and true reſpect. 
l have the Eo to be, | 
Gen 
Your moſt humble ſervant, 
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LI the cold miſanthropic mind 
Quarrel with mirth of ev'ry kind; 
Spit venom in the face of Fi un, . 
And damn the ſhining of the Sun : 
It matters little what they ſpurt, 

It is themſelves alone they hurt. 
I hold it .as a theſis true, 
:; very pleaſant world we view. 

Shield us from glooms of every kind, 
But chief the dreary gloom of mind. 

Religioniſts of ew ry nation \ 
Are toes to learn'd deification : 


And 
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| And tender ſouls may here be found, 


Whom ſuch impieties may wound. 


I then premiſe, theſe ſportful lays 


Ariſe from claſſic ancient days, 
1 And, leſt perchance | they raiſe a pother 


T' offend a weak and fooliſh brother, 


Like foreign bards by prudence preſt, 


I give as Prologue my Proteſ : 


| That what examiners may read 
Of Gods of Song---are not of a 


That Juri ER, ſhould we rehearſe, 
Is but the thunderer of verſe; 
That when we ſing divine AroLLo, 
We bar idolatry ſhould follow : : 
Our goddeſſes a maniac's brood, 
No ſaints of pray'z---ſo help us God. 
Two of this ſort came down the clouds, 


On long ſun-beams to man's abodes : : 


Arol Io with, ſo faith old ſtory, 


His fav'rite muſe---Miſs TERPSICHORE'. 


The 
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He 


The grounds giv'n out were choice and fair, 


To ſee the ſtate of muſic there. 


But ſly-boots PB us--- tis too true, 


The ſtate of beauty had in view. 
Shall we in humble verſe recite 4 


His every love, his every fight N 


How he and NRTTUNR tipp'd the flaggon 


How, like St. Gzor6s, he flew a dragon 


How Maxsyas cruelly ſet ſtaring 
And flay'd alive for muſic-daring | 


Preferring Pan's Sicilian ſong | 


We. paſs theſe o'er---they both repair 
Where TEMuPE“s charming vales appear ; 


They view ſoft PExzus' filver ſtreams, 
(Juſt fo from RIcHAOND looks, our Tyanss, 


Save only THAME s' ſuperior far, 


For WarLroLe's Gothic dome is there.) 

A ſtuccoed cot adorn'd the border, 

Where all things ſhone in ruſtic order. 
4 8 h | Thither, 


2 „ 
Thither, in minſtrers guiſe arrayd. 
Our heavenly Ipriſts came and play d. 
| AroLLo firſt, and then the maiden, 500 

Strikes a fine ſymphony of HAvD'N. 
Then, in an ode of Dunxr's hilarity, 

Demands the cabin's hoſpitality. 

To every bar which PœnEus reckon dd 


Fair TERPSICHORE play'd a ſecond; 
And to advance their merit -higher, 
She danced a chaconne to his Iyre. 
The ſwain within, and eke his rife; work 10 
Lov'd a good ſong as dear as life. 115519 
Both liften'd till the meaſure ut 
The fwain” ſet up an. hunter's ſhout.” rl ff 
Then blewith* old Horn, which high Rood ſary, 
Extends his hand, and begs their entre. 
Sits Puczus! in his elbow'd chair, 
And rakes the deaden' d embers clear: 
Happy to place them by his fire, 
And bids his dame to heap it higher. 


With 


„ 
With hearty buſtle, kind decorum, 
They ſpread the farmer's ſupper fore em; 


And, as old friends are wont to do, 


Invite © ſans facon to fall to. 


A chicken roafted grac'd the board : 1 
AeoLLo carv'd it like a lord; i . 
Nice as ambroſia! was his 3 — I 


Frequent they both attack'd the pitcher, 
Proteſting nectar was not richer. 
in mutual pleaſure ran their prate. 
The ly hours ſtole to very late : 
Yet ere our hoſt would move to reſt, 
To ſing he challenges his gueſt ; 
; Begins himſelf--- en etiquette, 
With his own beverage quite elate. 
Old Chevy-chace* he ſung moſt dolefully. 
His dame then firain'd her throat more woefully. 
Next Jolly Miller - roar'd more ſtrong: 
Old Nrenr was frightened at the ſong. 
= 3 ** 4; Yet 
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Yet ſuch good humour cloth'd the peaſant, 
| AroLLO {wore the concert pleaſant ; 
And, in his turn, began his lay, 

In ſuch an high creating way, 

As ne'er before was heard aſpiring : 

Our ruſtics trembled in admiring ; 
Thought they were ſurely ſupernaturals, 
And gan to fear for ſelves and laterals. 
For as they ſtar'd in admiration, 

They mark d all round was agitation. 
The pans and kettles pour d forth tunes, 
Turn'd all to fiddles and baſſoons: 
The very pot· lids play d ſtrange pranks, 
High toſs d in cymbals' braſſy clanks. 
The gridiron black ſtarts up an harp 

Of concert pitch in flat and ſharp. 

The meal- tub ſends a doleful hum, 

A tub no more, but a long drum. 

The blacken'd bellows, hide and wood 


Neglected in a corner ſtood, es 
Which 


= 
Which many a year had rais'd their fire, 
Their warmeſt friend in winters dire, 
| Worn down with age, and broke it's wind, 
(Ingratitude of human kind!) 
= Began to buſtle, heave and move, 
Rais d ſuch a duſt to get above, 

A ſable monſter, thick and fturdy, 

There meets the ancient hurdy-gurdy, 

Unites its puffs to grunts and quipes, : 
| An Organ now, with gilded pipes. 
Sublimer yet the feaſt was crown'd; 
Self-blown the horns began to ſound. 
Softly the notes melodious ſprung 
In praiſe of Bacchus fair and young. 
Soon all the bells rang out carillons, 
And kids and goats kick'd up cotillons ; 
Cats, pigs, geeſe, aſſes, form'd a chorus, 
And every COW a baſe ſonorous. 
The tarm-houſe too gan change--hight preſto, 
A concert room---with an orcheſtro. 


82 Our 


13S ) 
Our farmer ſaw it all with pleaſure, 
Swells in the paunch, and nods in meaſure : 
Sees his coarſe Yorkſhire grow full-trimm' d, 
With broad gold lacings all begrimm d. 
His face, no longer lank hairs rig, 
Peeps through a powder'd perriwig. 
Unknown t himſelf ſtruts Jonx of SANDHILL, 
Now Boxoxcin: proud---or HanDELL : 
And his old dame---no more plain SAR AH--- 
A thouſand airs proclaim her Man. 
Their daughter DATHNE ſaw with wonder 

The metamorphos without thunder, 
Hides in a corner- PHB vs ſpy'd her, 

For all along the god had ey'd her: 
Struck with her youth wand lovely face, 
Her figure fine, and native grace. 
Th' alarm enhanc'd her beauty's glowing, 
Pa@Bus grew wild, and muſt be wooing : 
He thought Tibullian lays would do it, 

And ftrives to move her to a duet. | 
4 Timid. 


( 
Timid aloof the virgin ran, 
Frighten'd at ſuch a charming man. 
With nimble foot ſhe fought the wood, 
Where Pnx Rus curv d his ſportful flood. 
The moon, with vapours ſhrouded oer, 
But half inform'd the ſhaggy ſhore ; 
So faſt the ran, of all unheeding, 
Through mire and mud and thorny treading ; 
And es, cauſe of all the evil, 
(Could well-tun'd gods be ſo uncivil ?) 
Purſues, as hounds purſue an hare: 
Stronger of foot he now draws near: 
Sooths her in all a lover's pleading, 
And tells of his celeſtial breeding 
That verſe and muſic. were his trade 
He'd make her an immortal maid. 
Beſides, his {kill ; in phyſic ſuch 
Cur'd all diſeaſes by a touch. 
Shall love, dear nymph, elude my art! 
Are there no herbs to reach the heart? 
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Unmov'd ſhe ran precipitate, | 

And running meets diſaſtrous fate. 
40 riſing ground ſhe not eſpies, 

Mounts a deceitful precipice, 
Obſcured by the clouded night, 
She falls right down the trait'rous height; 
Deep 1 in a clay---the ſofteſt bed, 
Pitch d then her lovely youthful head : 
Her beauteous limbs above remain. 
Ah, judge, dear pow rs, the virgin's oh 
Her form high Heav'n een then commutes--- | 
A tree ſprouts out with ſpreading roots, 
The ſhooting boughs wave high above, | 
Preſent a tufted laurel grove ; 
What toes and fingers were before, 
Bright downy leaves thick cover oder; 
The beauteous trunk with ivies ſpread, 
And all the virgin ſhrunk in ſhade. 

AroLLo ſaw vith frighten d eye, 

Love prompted ſtraight an heart- ſprung ſigh, 
Loſt 


( 1. 

Loſt in a tree her virgin charms : 

The tree he catches in his arms; 

Kiſſes the bark with lover's heat : 

He found the heart ſtill palpitate, 

Heard the laſt groan within expire, . — # 
And every beating pulſe retire. | 
Alas, what could the pitying pow'r | 


_ He fills with cries the ſounding ſhore ; 

Ecno prolongs the mournful air, | 

| Repeats the groans from caverns near. 

« Dear tree,” he” exclaims, © by Fate deny'd, 

N When a bright maid, to be my bride, 

Thou full ſhalt be to PœsBus dear, 

" Thy leaf ſhall crown my flowing hair: 

My harp and bow ſhall ne'er be dreſs'd 

Till by my Darn xs's ſplendors bleſs'd. 
„Nor ſhall Aueusrus honor know, 

66 Till thou ſhalt wreath his royal brow. 

« Fen the calm bard, who ſings thy ſtory, 

« From thee ſhall take his greateſt glory, 
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66 « By thee embrac'd ſhall 855 his lay, 

+ Till this frail globe 1 ſhall melt ge 

He ſaid the words revive the maid; 

„ And thrice ſhe wav d her leaty head. 

Then plucking down a verdant bow, 

He wreath'd his harp and bound his brow. — 
So ſhall all tuneful worth be known; — | 

Hence ſhall true valour have its crown. | 


* 
1 
* 1 
arts. 
as i 


1 TzurE' 8 he by Hawes ang 

Herſelf a grove, long Darnns' ſtood. ns 
: # There Vxxvs doves repoſe their neſt, 5 . 
| | And quiet. halcyons| love to reſt : 7 : YEE LE 
8 And [little ſquirrels 1 without row, . „ 5 5 i 
Half binds, Kip round from bough to bough. _ 
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